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Untitled 

By  E  up  hernia  Tse 


Time 

By  Ashley  Johnson 

Time  is  unforgiving 

It  changes  like  the  seasons 

And  mehs  through  our  hands  Hke  snow 

From  one  fading  photograph  to  a  briUiant  memory 

Time  shows  us  all  no  mercy  in  its  hazy  hold 

So  as  the  leaves  grow  and  change  and  fade  for  a  new 

We  must  all  follow  in  the  footsteps  of  the  seasons  past,  and  change 

For  time  consumes  all  and  leaves  us  all  wanting  to  turn  over  another  leaf 

So  in  this  changing  season,  follow  the  earth  and  time's  natural  sway 

Turn  over  a  new  leaf  and  seize  the  day 

Take  the  time 

To 

See 

What 

Life  is 

Really  about 


Untitled 

By  Sam  Claver 


Winter  Love 

By  Maxine  Morency 

The  night  is  cold 

Flakes  are  falling 

Memories  of  you  run 

Through  my  mind 

Reminiscing  on  times 

When  your  hand  would  be  over  mine 

My  heart  with  yours 

In  this  cold  weather,  I  can  still  feel  warm 

Within  your  arms 

It  warms  my  insides 

More  than  a  cup  of  hot  chocolate  can 

Just  something  about  this  weather 

Brings  our  love  closer  together 

You  bring  more  warmth  to  me 

Than  my  wool  coat 

I  can  rest  within  your  presence 

And  not  fear  for  a  storm  coming 

I  can  let  my  hair  loose 

And  let  go  of  the  chilly  air's  frustration 

We  can  both  concentrate  on  us 

And  the  minor  details  that  make  us 

It's  more  than  just  you  and  I 

It's  a  feeling 

It's  an  emotion 

That  takes  over 

When  those  first  few  flakes 

Fall  from  the  sky 

And  our  lips  begin  to  quiver 

We  look  into  each  other's  eyes 

And  remember  that  it's  winter 


Untitled 

By  Allen  Boitz 


The  Cafe 

By  Stephen  R  Acevedo 

The  night  was  dark  and  cool-  the  moonhght  Ht  his 
face  as  he  walked  through  the  eroded  sidewalk,  the  wind 
quietly  whipping  past  his  ear  giving  him  a  sudden  chill.  He 
held  his  chin  tight  to  his  chest  in  hope  to  provide  some  type 
of  warmth  from  the  unforgiving  cold. 

The  gentle  snow  glued  itself  onto  his  navy  blue 
pea-coat  as  he  walked  past  the  familiar  dingy  laundry  mat, 
ancient  comer  store,  and  the  chipped  brick  pizzeria  which 
held  some  of  his  best  childhood  memories.  The  pizzeria  had 
been  a  piece  of  history  in  that  neighborhood  for  years  and  it 
never  seemed  to  change  very  much.  Walking  past,  he  could 
sense  the  welcoming  vapors  from  the  cheese  and  tomato 
cuisine,  and  understood  the  joy  of  smiles  the  children  had 
as  they  bit  their  innocent  teeth  into  the  warm  juicy  slices. 

Continuing  on,  he  could  feel  the  warmth  of  the 
cafe  embrace  his  presence  around  the  comer.  When  he 
tumed  the  comer  he  was  not  surprised  to  see  that  nothing 
had  changed.  The  outside  of  the  building  was  coated  with 
dark  red  and  black  graffiti,  which  at  one  point  in  his  life 
he  called  art  and  creativity.  The  shingles  on  the  roof  were 
desperately  holding  on  against  the  fierce  winds  of  the 
winter. 

The  cold  of  the  night  brought  a  thin  layer  of  frost 
over  the  large  front  window  of  the  cafe,  keeping  the  inside 
a  mystery.  After  a  few  cautious  steps  up  the  weak  brick 
stairs,  he  opened  the  old  flimsy  door  only  to  be  greeted 
by  an  acquainted  sound;  it  was  the  msty  copper  bell 
that  guarded  the  building  with  a  surprising  screech.  He 
had  always  thought  of  it  as  a  low  budget  substitute  for  a 
security  system. 

After  the  ringing  in  his  ear  had  calmed,  he  began  to 
kick  the  hard-rock  pasty  snow  off  his  genuine  black  leather 


boots.  Then  he  patted  himself  down,  causing  tiny  specs  of 
snow  particles  to  disperse  off  his  long  coat.  After  wiping 
his  jacket  clean,  he  walked  over  to  the  counter  where  he 
called  out  to  someone  in  the  back. 

"Hey,  I  heard  you  guys  have  the  best  coffee  in 
town,"  he  called  as  he  removed  his  black  leather  gloves, 
stuffing  them  into  his  pocket. 

''Oh,  I  think  you  must  be  mistaking  us  for  the  Retro 
Cafe  a  few  blocks  down,"  a  sarcastic  voice  replied. 

'The  Retro  Cafe?  Please,  you'd  never  find  me  in 
that  dump,"  he  said  with  some  laughter  escaping  his  lips. 

"Good  answer,"  a  woman  said  as  she  came  out  from 
the  back  of  the  kitchen. 

"So,  how  you  been  mom?"  He  said  as  her  figure 
came  into  view. 

"Well,  you  know,  same  old  same  old-  nothing  really 
exciting  around  here,"  she  replied  as  she  took  off  her  white 
stained  apron.  She  made  her  way  to  her  son  and  gently  kissed 
him  on  his  cheek.  Her  warm,  tender  kiss  brought  some 
relief  to  the  frozen  side  of  his  face.  "So  what's  the  special 
occasion?  You  haven't  visited  your  poor  mother  in  a  while." 

"I  have  some  business  to  take  care  of  down  here,  so 
I  figure  I'd  stroll  through  the  old  neighborhood,"  he  said  as 
he  made  himself  comfortable  on  the  torn  red  leather  chair. 
It  made  a  slight  squeak  as  he  applied  his  weight  on  it.  "I 
see  this  place  could  use  a  little  remodeling,"  he  said  to  his 
mother  as  she  went  on  over  to  the  coffee  pot.  He  couldn't 
help  but  feel  anxious  as  she  gently  poured  some  hot  smooth 
coffee  into  an  elderly  white  mug,  displaying  a  little  old 
house  with  trees  and  snow  around  it  on  the  front. 

"Oh,  this  place  is  just  fine.  Maybe  it's  not  as  hip  as 
the  Retro,  but  we  get  by  nonetheless,"  she  said  handing  him 
the  hot  fresh  cup.  The  fumes  from  the  coffee  soon  swam  up 
his  nostrils,  quickly  passing  and  splashing  through  every 
part  of  his  body. 


"Mom,  I  know  you  love  this  place,  but  wouldn't  it 
be  better  for  the  community  if  this  place  was  torn  down? 
I  mean,  have  you  seen  this  neighborhood  lately,  it  looks 
like  a  slum.  Who  in  their  right  mind  would  ever  want  to 
pass  by  here?  Let  alone  live  here?"  His  eyes  dilated  and 
he  placed  his  thin  brown  lips  around  the  edge  of  the  mug. 
"Mom,  I  could  always  get  you  a  job  at  the  firm.  You  could 
be  a  secretary,  even  earn  double  what  you  get  here,"  he  said 
with  a  drop  of  volume  in  his  voice. 

"Honey,  I'm  happy  here.  That's  like  me  asking  you 
to  leave  your  job  to  come  work  here.  Plus,  the  people  here 
need  me." 

"C'mon  mom,  do  you  really  want  to  be  working  this 
late  shift?  Serving  people  for  the  rest  of  your  life?  Have 
you  ever  wondered  about  leaving  this  place?  Starting  new 
and  fresh?  Living  a  different  life?"  He  slowly  sipped  the 
coffee,  and  as  it  flowed  down  his  throat,  his  stiff  shoulders 
had  dropped  and  his  neck  let  loose.  His  body  fell  into  a 
relax  state,  causing  him  to  sink  deeper  and  deeper  into 
his  seat.  His  back  no  longer  stood  up  right,  but  hung  and 
slouched  over. 

"Son,  this  is  my  home.  I  would  never  fit  into  a  nice 
fancy  place  like  you  do.  This  is  my  home,  and  I  have  grown 
to  love  it  here.  Maybe  you  should  too,"  she  replied. 

'Mom,  I'm  just  looking  out  for  your  benefit." 

'Boy,  you  know  me.  I'm  as  strong  as  an  ox."  She 
dunked  a  dry  rag  into  a  pail  of  water  beneath  her  and 
began  to  clean  the  counter.  Her  frail  skinny  hand  moved 
in  a  circular  motion  slowly  around  the  table.  It  was  a  long 
day  for  her  and  she  was  accustomed  to  the  late  nights,  and 
though  she  had  been  working  there  for  years,  her  eyes  still 
grew  weary  each  and  every  night.  Her  hair  tied  in  a  bun, 
her  sleeves  rolled  up,  with  dried  sweat  running  along  the 
top  of  her  brow. 

He  knew  his  mother  was  tough,  but  he  noticed  that 


m 


m 


her  face  did  not  have  that  wonderful  bright  aura  that  it  used 
to,  and  it  made  him  feel  a  bit  uncomfortable.  He  stood  quiet 
and  continued  to  drink  his  coffee.  There  was  no  point  in 
arguing.  He  was  never  going  to  get  his  mother  to  leave,  and 
he  knew  it. 

"Don't  you  remember  how  excited  you  used  to  be 
to  come  here  as  a  child.  You  loved  to  come  to  the  back 
with  me  and  watch  the  chefs  cook.  You  loved  to  follow  me 
around  to  each  table  and  help  me  take  orders,"  she  told  him. 

"Yeah  mom,  but  back  then  I  never  knew  what  this 
place  really  was.  Now  I  know,  it's  nothing  but  an  old, 
broken  down  building  with  no  type  of  value  at  all,"  he  said. 

"Sometimes  I  just  don't  know  what  goes  on  in  that 
head  of  yours  boy,"  his  mother  fired,  nodding  her  head. 

Just  then,  the  bell  had  let  out  another  scream  which 
caught  his  attention  yet  again.  Looking  over  to  the  door  he 
found  himself  greeted  by  a  familiar  face.  It  was  Lieutenant 
Gomez.  Lieutenant  Gomez  was  about  fifty  years  old  with 
a  thin  face  and  a  large  belly  that  hung  flabbily  over  his  belt 
buckle.  It  wasn't  unusual  to  see  him  around  the  cafe;  the 
neighborhood  called  for  it. 

"Well  what  do  we  have  here,  a  ghost  from  the  past," 
Lieutenant  Gomez  yelled  out  loud. 

"Hey  there  Lieutenant,  how's  it  been?"  The  son 
asked. 

"Same  old  thing,  just  patrolling-  you  should  know 
better  than  anyone  how  these  hoodlums  are." 

"Yeah,  but  look  at  me  now." 

"Yeah,  you  did  good  for  yourself  boy.  You  went  to 
school,  got  your  degree-  can't  say  that's  what  most  kids 
from  here  go  on  to  do.  But  let  me  ask,  if  you  never  lived 
here,  grew  up  here,  you  think  you  would  be  where  you  are 
right  now? 

The  question  caught  the  son  by  surprise,  and  after 
a  few  seconds  of  chewing  his  bottom  lip,  the  son  said, 
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"Well^" 

"By  the  way,  how's  the  attorney  Ufe  treating  you 
these  days?"  The  Lieutenant  interrupted. 

With  a  lost  look  on  his  face,  the  son  said  with 
hesitance,  "Great,  can't  complain." 

"No  special  lady  yet?" 

"No,  not  yet." 

"Well,  can't  wait  too  long." 

Lieutenant  Gomez  then  directed  his  attention  to  the 
mother.  By  this  time  he  was  leaning  on  the  counter  still 
standing.  "So  how  you  been  Rosa?"  He  asked. 

"I've  been  good,  how's  everything  on  the  streets?" 
She  said. 

"These  kids  I  tell  ya,  they're  getting  worse  and 
worse  by  the  minute.  This  neighborhood  isn't  what  it  used 
to  be." 

"Well  as  long  as  we  have  people  like  you  doing 
their  job,  we'll  be  fine,"  she  said. 

"Always  the  one  to  cheer  someone  up,  that's  why 
people  still  come  here.  You  always  know  what  to  say,  now 
how  bout  a  cup  for  the  road?"  The  Lieutenant  asked. 

"Anything  for  a  long-time  customer,"  and  she 
poured  him  a  fresh  batch. 

As  the  two  continued  to  converse  about  random 
issues,  the  son  took  a  good  look  around  the  cafe.  It's  once 
peak  conditioned  physic  was  no  longer  the  same.  The 
cracked  floor  tiles  bore  crooked  smiles  upon  their  faces,  the 
fans  above  the  tables  no  longer  spun  with  the  graciousness 
of  a  ballerina's,  the  wooden  tables  could  no  longer  stand  on 
their  own  and  could  only  do  so  with  the  aid  of  a  crutch,  and 
the  comers  of  the  cafe  no  longer  remained  pure,  but  rather 
were  tainted  by  the  yearly  build  up  of  mildew  and  bacteria. 

After  observing  the  cafe  with  the  mentality  of  a 
critic,  he  could  no  longer  bear  to  remain  in  the  decaying 
building.  He  grabbed  his  gloves  from  his  pocket,  stood  up 


from  the  chair,  and  guzzled  down  the  rest  of  the  coffee  in 
the  mug.  He  then  wiped  some  remaining  coffee  smudge 
off  his  upper  Hp  and  told  his  mother  he  was  going  out  for 
a  walk.  After  a  brief  warning  from  Lieutenant  Gomez  to 
be  careful,  the  son  made  his  way  to  the  door.  He  opened 
it  only  to  be  startled  again  by  the  concealed  irritating  bell, 
which  caused  him  to  instinctively  rub  his  ears  in  order  to 
release  the  vibrations  rattling  in  his  canals.  Then  he  walked 
down  the  steps  and  stood  outside  of  the  tiny  cafe. 

Outside,  he  gazed  up  at  the  moon  embracing  its 
light,  allowing  the  soft  cozy  snow  to  fall  upon  his  face. 
And  though  the  night's  piercing  wind  stung  the  tips  of  his 
ears,  his  attention  was  focused  on  the  beautiful  night  sky. 
//  was  lovely  he  thought  to  himself.  The  stars  were  brightly 
shining,  and  they  all  took  turns  winking  at  him  as  he  stood 
there-  with  the  look  of  an  abandoned  outcast.  The  night 
stood  silent,  and  all  that  could  be  heard  was  the  changing 
voice  of  the  wind. 

He  glared  at  the  grayish  sky  for  a  few  more  minutes 
before  he  brought  his  attention  to  the  building  beside 
him.  How  hideous  it  looked  he  thought.  In  his  eyes  it  felt 
embarrassing  just  to  be  seen  next  to  it.  Then  he  made  his 
way  on  over  to  the  large  front  window  of  the  building,  and 
with  his  forearm,  wiped  the  neat  layer  of  frost  off.  Peeking 
inside,  he  could  see  his  mother  catering  to  the  small  amount 
of  customers  that  attended  for  the  evening.  With  the  interest 
and  suspense  of  a  child,  he  watched  his  mother  refill  a 
man's  drink,  the  man  snuggled  into  his  seat  and  reading  a 
small  paperback  novel.  She  also  took  orders  from  a  nice 
looking  young  couple  who  seemed  to  be  enjoying  the 
evening,  the  boyfriend  with  his  arm  around  the  woman  as 
she  fiddled  with  the  button  on  his  collar. 

"I  was  surprised  to  see  you  back  so  soon,"  a  voice 
caught  his  attention.  It  was  Lieutenant  Gomez.  He  was 
making  his  way  down  the  steps.  "You  usually  stay  away 
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for  a  while  after  a  visit  here,"  he  added  while  fitting  a  cigar 
into  his  mouth. 

"Well  you  know,  I  get  pretty  busy,"  the  son  said 
with  a  hint  weakness. 

Lieutenant  Gomez  snipped  off  the  tip  of  the  cigar, 
then  took  a  lighter  out  of  his  pocket  and  lit  the  end.  "Your 
mother  works  hard  you  know-  she  could  see  a  bit  more  of 
you  during  these  times." 

"Yeah  I  know,  but  it's  hard  to  find  the  time." 

"You  know,  I  remember  a  time  when  there  was  a 
homeless  man  who  walked  in  this  building  right  here,"  he 
pointed  to  the  cafe,  "and  sat  in  one  of  those  dusty  seats  for 
hours  just  to  get  out  of  the  cold.  He  sat  there  all  the  way  to 
closing  time,  and  your  mother  felt  so  bad  for  that  man  she 
let  him  spend  the  night.  She  left  out  some  bread  and  a  full 
pot  of  coffee,  and  she  left  allowing  a  total  stranger  to  spend 
the  night.  The  next  day  I  told  her  she  was  cxrazy,  but  she 
just  looked  at  me,  smiled,  and  said,  'Oh,  Roberto,  how  bout 
if  it  was  you?'" 

The  son  stared  at  the  tall  round  officer  with  sharp 
moist  eyes,  wondering  why  he  decided  to  mention  the  story. 

"Well  anyway  boy,  I'll  see  you  later,  hopefully 
sometime  soon.  Take  care,"  and  after  adding  some  smoke 
from  his  mouth  to  the  misty  air,  the  Lieutenant  put  one 
hand  in  his  pocket,  aligned  his  hat,  and  turned  the  comer. 

The  Lieutenant  left  before  the  son  could  reply.  So 
there  he  stood,  out  in  the  cold  with  suppressed  words  of 
farewell.  And  as  the  snow  scattered  and  sprinkled  lightly 
on  his  slick  gelled  hair,  he  looked  up  to  the  sky  once  more, 
then  back  inside  to  the  cafe.  He  turned  around,  made  his 
way  back  up  the  steps  and  to  the  door,  grabbed  the  handle, 
opened  the  door,  and  went  inside  for  another  cup  of  coffee. 
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Untitled 

By  Stephen  Hegedus 
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Fall  in  New  England 

By  Michael  Lefebvre 

The  bright  sun  rises  over  the  roUing  foothills, 

And  the  icy  frost  that  stunned  the  earth  slowly  melts  away. 

The  cry  of  a  lone  loon  echoes  over  the  still  lake  water, 

As  the  white  clouds  move  on  east. 

Orange  is  the  color  of  the  pumpkins  that  dot  the  field; 

Red  are  the  plump  apples  that  hang  from  the  orchards. 
The  farmer  wakes  for  another  October  morning 
And  opens  his  stand  for  the  last  time  this  year. 

The  wind  gusts  briskly  through  the  valley 

Shaking  the  brittle  arms  of  the  trees 

Freeing  the  leaves  of  their  summer  home. 

And  creating  a  blizzard  of  vibrant  oranges  and  browns. 

A  single  birch  has  lost  all  of  its  leaves 
And  its  white  bark  is  only  accented  by  the  lively  reds  around  it. 

But  soon  all  the  trees  will  be  uniformly  plain. 
For  the  winter  snow  will  soon  grace  the  land  with  its  presence. 
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Untitled 

By  Euphemia  Tse 
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A  Private  Party 

By  Melanie  Rovinsky 


Far  beyond  the  city, 
miles  from  civilization, 
in  the  thick  of  the  woods, 
beyond  the  meandering  stream 
glistening  with  crystals  of  ice, 
next  to  the  towering  pines, 
behind  the  falling  rock  wall, 
at  the  end  of  the  frozen  path, 
inside  the  rustic  cabin, 
adjacent  to  the  front  door, 
inches  from  the  flames  of  the  fire, 
nuzzled  in  the  surrounding  warmth, 
beneath  the  hanging  mistletoe, 
a  pair  of  lips  meet. 
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Untitled 

By  Shun  "Susan  "  Yu 
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Reincarnation 

By  Madison  Soldano 

I  grow  strong  in  spring, 

And  stride  furthest  in  summer. 

I  slow  in  autumn, 

And  sleep  through  the  winter  months. 

Come  spring  I  grow  strong  again. 
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Untitled 

By  Shim  ''Susan  "  Yu 
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Scenes  from  a  Winter  Landscape 

By  SC  Bernadette 

Flurries,  white  and  pure  falling  lazily 

Blinding  so  brilliantly,  creating  the  perfect  landscape 

Trees,  bushes,  grass  and  houses  covered  in  white  snow 

Winter  wonderland  so  picturesque  and  perfect 

Snow  angels  and  snowmen  dotted  across  the  view 

Tracks  from  sleds  and  skis — nothing  beats  that  feeling 

Of  sliding  at  top  speeds,  winds  whipping  your  face — 

Ice  skating  and  snowball  fights,  winter  delights 
Not  to  be  forgotten  in  a  picture-perfect  snow- scape 

Cars  skidding  across  the  road,  slipping  on  black  ice 
Tires  squealing  as  they  spin  in  place,  going  nowhere 

White  snow  now  gray  and  brown,  yellow  as  well 

Wind  chills  lowering  the  temperatures  to  negatives. 

Burning  your  eyes,  stinging  them  and  causing 

All  extremities  to  freeze  and  numb;  the  nose  is  always  first 

Back-breaking  snow  shoveling,  layers  of  slush  and  ice  too 

Slippery  terrain  causes  slippage  and  near-falls 

Making  you  want  this  winter  landscape  to  melt 

God,  I  hate  winter. . . 
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Untitled 

By  Ashley  Johnson 
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The  Final  Drive  Home 

By  Melanie  Rovinsky 

She  skipped  down  the  driveway,  blowing  kisses 
in  his  direction  the  entire  way  to  her  car.  It  was  a  chilly 
October  evening,  and  as  Jamie  balanced  her  laptop  and 
books  in  one  arm,  while  trying  to  pry  open  the  car  door 
with  the  other,  she  regretted  leaving  the  warmth  of  her 
boyfriend's  bed.  The  leaves  were  rustling  on  the  pavement, 
and  the  tree's  bare  limbs  were  casting  shadows  in  the 
yellow  glow  of  the  streetlights.  As  Jamie  turned  the  key 
in  the  ignition,  the  thick  silence  was  broken  and  a  cold 
wave  of  fear  washed  over  her  -  a  fear  of  making  any 
noise,  a  fear  of  disturbing  the  surrounding  blackness,  a 
fear  that  she  couldn't  quite  explain.  She  turned  on  the  heat 
and  tuned  her  iPod  to  her  favorite  Bob  Dylan  song.  The 
windows  of  her  sedan  were  fogged  and  the  shrill  sound  of 
Dylan's  harmonica  engulfed  her.  Jamie  was  unaware  of  her 
boyfriend  waving  goodbye  at  the  window  and  did  not  hear 
her  phone  vibrate  as  he  sent  a  loving  "call  me  when  you  get 
home"  text  message. 

As  Jamie  pulled  her  car  onto  the  main  road,  she 
couldn't  help  but  question  the  plethora  of  dark  cars  that 
she  had  already  driven  by.  Each  time  her  headlights  would 
flash  on  a  still  car,  she  would  peer  out  her  rearview  mirror 
-  half-expecting  the  car  to  start  up  and  immediately  begin 
following  her  home.  Jamie  only  lived  four  miles  from  her 
boyfriend,  and  she  had  driven  those  roads  a  million  times 
before.  Yet  for  some  reason,  driving  home  late  at  night 
made  Jamie  nervous.  Her  knuckles  turned  white  as  she 
clutched  the  steering  wheel  each  time  she  caught  something 
move  in  the  comer  of  her  eye.  The  slightest  sound  caused 
Jamie  to  silence  her  music  and  listen  in  desperation  to  the 
unsettling  stillness. 

Jamie  sped  up  as  she  neared  her  house.  As  she 
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came  around  the  comer,  she  was  reheved  to  see  that  her 
mother  had  left  the  outside  light  on.  Jamie  parked  her  car 
at  the  foot  of  the  driveway  and  filled  her  arms  with  her 
belongings.  She  switched  off  the  headlights  and  took  a 
deep  breath  as  she  pulled  the  keys  out  of  the  ignition  and 
threw  them  into  her  sweater  pocket.  Finally  ready  to  make 
her  mad-dash  into  the  house,  Jamie  flew  open  the  car  door. 
With  her  eyes  focused  on  the  target,  Jamie  was  unaware 
of  the  black  leather  boots  that  now  stepped  out  of  the  back 
seat  of  her  car.  Tiptoeing  behind  her,  the  black-coated  man 
smoothed  his  long  gray  ponytail  with  one  hand,  while 
he  fumbled  in  his  pocket  with  the  other.  Just  as  Jamie's 
fingertips  grazed  the  doorknob,  the  man  lunged  and  slit  her 
throat  in  one  fluent  motion. 

The  dark  man  cradled  the  girl's  lifeless  body,  gently 
resting  her  on  the  ground.  He  slid  his  boney  fingers  into  her 
sweater  pocket  and  pulled  out  the  set  of  keys.  He  smoothed 
his  hair  again,  turned  the  key  in  the  lock,  and  slipped 
unnoticed  into  the  sleeping  house. 
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Autumn  Air 

By  Katie  Kennedy 

The  autumn  air  has  such  crispness 

As  we  walk  through  the  leaves  hand  in  hand. 

Every  worry,  every  fuss  and  every  care 

Falls  away 

Just  as  carelessly  as  the  leaves 

From  the  trees. 

Your  presence,  the  light  in  your  eyes 
Is  what  brings  this  about. 

Beauty  is  in  the  eye  of  the  beholder 

And  right  now 

All  that's  visible  in  my  eyes  is 

You. 
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Snow  Melt 

^j^  Kirsten  Surdej 
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The  Crispness 

By  Joshua  Camins-Esakov 


Can  you  taste  the  crisp  air? 

Can  you  feel  the  cold? 

Can  you  smell  the  leaves? 

I  can, 

These  are  the  days, 

Those  fall  days, 

When  all  manner  of  things  happen, 

There  is  love  and  hate. 

Sadness  and  happiness. 

Crisp  air,  is  so  exhilarating. 

As  is  fall! 

Come  join  me  on  my  adventure! 

Throughout  the  fall  year! 
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Untitled 

By  Allen  Boitz 
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The  Battle 

By  Shannon  Velasquez 

I  need  You  in  my  life  again, 

I  know  You  know  how  it's  been,  everyone's  been  triff-i-lin, 

I  tried  to  do  it  by  myself  but  I  couldn't  anymore. 

There  are  some  things  that  I  myself  cannot  endure. 

It  doesn't  help  that  the  weather's  so  cold, 

And  every  problem  around  me  is  just  getting  so  old. 

I  spoke  to  some  old  friends  again, 

They  said  that  I  need  to  put  You  back  into  my  life  again. 

They  said  that  they  missed  me  and  when  will  I  be  coming 

around, 

but  I  didn't  even  respond,  I  was  too  busy  listening  to  some 

sounds. 

The  ones  that  were  pulling  me  further  away  from  You, 

The  ones  that  wanted  nothing  to  do  with  You, 

The  ones  that  would  not  fulfill  me. 

And  the  ones  that  would  only  deceive  then  destruct  me. 

So  there  I  was  in  my  room  and  just  went  to  bed, 

I  didn't  even  think  of  speaking  to  You  because  I  felt  like  I 

was  dead. 
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I  woke  up  in  the  morning  and  saw  the  morning  dew, 

There  was  something  different  about  this  day  that  only  You 

could  do. 

There  I  was  with  the  people  that  I  called  my  friends, 

But  I  had  no  desire  to  be  with  them,  because  I  realized  they 

were  never  with  You. 

At  that  point  I  knew  I  needed  You. 

So  I  came  to  my  knees  and  I  was  pleading  to  You, 

You  filled  me  and  I  felt  new  again, 

I  knew  that  You  would  bring  the  happiness  into  my  life 

again. 

So  here  I  am  thanking  You, 

Because  today  you  came  to  me. 

And  not  only  did  You  let  me  see  I  was  in  bad  company, 

But  You  took  me  away  from  misery. 

You  reminded  me  that  You  would  always  have  my  back. 

And  that  I  was  too  foolish  to  see  You  were  always  there  for 

me, 

So  tonight  before  I  go  to  bed  I  just  wanted  to  share. 

That  I  love  You,  Dear  Lord,  and  thank  You  for  always 

being  there. 
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Cold  Air,  Warm  Hearts 

Anonymous 

Summer  leaves 

As  do  the  things  on  the  trees 

Leaving  bare  branches  to  balance  in  the  breeze 

All  of  life  just  secedes 

Nothing  to  be  seen  but  a  dull,  empty  scene 

The  whistle  of  the  wind 

Of  cold  air  so  thin 

The  tightness  in  my  limbs 

The  constant  dry  skin 

But  homes  are  adorn 

Filled  with  hearts  so  warm 

Bonds  reform  and  new  ones  take  form 

The  time  of  the  year 

Families  reappear 

Relatives  reconnect  as  the  holidays  near 

A  head  for  a  hat 

A  hand  for  a  glove 

Be  not  heated  from  anger 

But  warm  with  love 

Though  the  weather  may  never 

Be  warmer  much  longer 

A  pairing  of  caring  hearts 

Can  unfreeze  the  water 

Remember,  together 

Is  better  than  apart 

Though  the  air  may  be  cold 

Keep  the  warmth  in  your  heart 
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Orange 

By  Kirsten  Surdej 
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From  Day  to  Night 

By  Asia  Chea 

Sunset  blazed  the  burning  leaves. 
In  fascination,  I'm  in  the  land  of  make  believe. 
You  are  the  only  one  here  with  me, 
Holding  my  hand  but  still  in  heartbeat. 

A  gentle  breeze  whispers  in  my  ears, 

It  carries  your  powerful  love  to  me  with  care. 

Just  knowing  you  miss  me  too... 

Through  any  warm  and  cold  weather  I'll  stay  true. 

Though  physically  I  am  standing  alone. 
So  much  closer,  our  love  will  always  grow. 
Once  again,  the  sunset  bums  the  world... 
In  reality,  I'll  always  be  your  loving  baby  girl. 
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Untitled 

By  Stephen  Hegedus 
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Death's  Best  Friend 

By  Sara  Malmlov 

Death  was  walking  down  the  crowded  street; 
right  behind  the  running  boy.  The  sun  was  losing  its  grip 
over  the  sky  and  was  slowly  sinking  behind  skyscrapers 
and  billboards  as  the  chase  continued. 

The  meatloaf  and  wine,  from  earlier  that 
evening,  were  boiling  inside  the  boy  as  he  pushed  his 
way  forward  between  careless  people.  Every  time  the 
boy  looked  back,  Death  was  getting  closer;  it  truly  was  a 
hopeless  evening. 

The  boy's  white  Reeboks'  weren't  keeping  up 
with  Death's  black  Nikes';  what  a  rip-off.  The  boy  lost  his 
breath  outside  a  Turkish  restaurant. 

"Can  you  at  least  buy  me  dinner?"  the  boy  asked. 

"Sure."  Death  replied. 

The  two  of  them  enjoyed  the  meal  in  silence  and 
left  satisfied.  They  started  to  walk;  the  sun  was  completely 
gone  and  the  street  was  clearing  up.  At  the  next  crosswalk 
they  watched  a  woman  get  hit  by  a  yellow  SUV. 

'T  think  that  will  be  fine,"  Death  said. 

"Are  you  sure?"  the  boy  replied. 

"I'll  talk  to  the  boss."  Death  said  with  a  smile. 
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Untitled 

By  Shun  "Susan  "  Yu 

34 


One  Winter  Revived 

By  Raymond  Ng 

A  winter's  snow  is  adored  by  some, 

Be  the  key  for  others,  to  memories  once  forgotten 

Be  Uttle  not  to  those  good,  or  bad. 

This  time  will  cause  change  undoubtedly 

For  you,  for  I,  for  everyone. 

May  this  change  bring  upon  a  winter  wonderland. 

As  in  such  stories  of  holiday  cheer. 

But  if  one  may  stumble  upon  the  darker  side. 

The  cold  the  dark  and  unknown. 

Do  not  feel  helpless. 

For  others  like  I  exist. 

Not  you  or  they  he  or  she. 

Be  lucky  enough  to  gain  a  curse  as  such 

To  feel  truly  alone! 

A  certainness  must  be  proven  fact. 

That  all  existence  is  erased  and  had  never  been  a  past. 
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Untitled 

By  Allen  Boitz 
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A  Sudden  God 

By  Terence  Dew 

The  light  fled  from  the  streets  this  afl:emoon 
There  was  midday's  twiUght  in  the  sky 
Nights,  which  were  tables,  to  place  one's  thoughts 
She  had  no  idea  the  magnitude  or  the  intensity 
But  she  knew  he  loved  her 
His  feelings  like  moths  upon  her  skin 
No  real  effect  to  speak  of . .  just  a  slight  tingle 
A  dead  kiss  across  his  cheek  which  she  used  to  justify  her 
indifference 
She  could  not  love  him 

Her  greatest  wish  was  that  she  could  be  Juliet  in  this  play 
And  taste  the  poison  of  that  race  just  once 
They  were  strong  men 

Granite  and  stone  males  with  passionate  magma  loins 
It  was  a  passion  her  body  screamed  for 
But  skin  like  onyx  and  arms  made  to  hold 
Was  not  what  was  placed  before  her 
She  slept  in  beds  of  disappointment 
For  constant  dances  of  Sun  and  moon 
She  slept,  not  counting  the  days  for  fear  that  her  wants 
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might  smother  her 

His  wine  was  the  blood  of  Christ 

A  confirmation  to  something  with  her 

Bom  of  faith 

And  bashed  by  rehgion 

But  whenever  they  met,  her  eyes  acknowledged  the  sight 

That  skin  whose  existence  voided  the  light 

Had  become  her  body's  denomination 

Her  body's  submission 

To  a  Sudden  God 


Signed 
Aneer 
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Untitled 

By  Madison  Soldano 
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Untitled 

By  Allen  Boitz 
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Untitled 

By  Allen  Boitz 
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Untitled 

By  Kaitlin  Kennedy 
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But  Ghosts  We  Conceive 

By  Jessica  Negron 

A  finger  brush  against  my  cheek 

And  voice  in  ear,  my  balance  weak 

But  wait,  let  me  speak— 

It  was  right,  when  mother  spoke 

That  fantasy  was  meant  for  folk 

Like  me~that  love  was  but  a  dream 

The  Father's  joke,  so  it  would  seem 

One  tick  at  hand,  one  tock  away 

A  night  of  bliss,  what  when  breaks  day? 

They  that  we  love  and  leave 

Are  but  ghosts  we  conceive. 

I  balance  here  precariously 
Amongst  the  branches  of  a  tree 
And  embrace  this  thing; 
A  trunk  with  many  a  ring- 
Its  leaves!  How  fast  they  fall 
See  them  descend  and  out  I  call 
Not  them  ail-not  them  all! 
O  God!  Can  I  not  stop 
Their  slow  and  deathly  drop? 
O  God!  Have  I  not  sinned? 
Left  them  to  soulless  wind? 
Are  they  that  we  love  and  leave 
But  ghosts  we  conceive? 
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Attack  of  the  Hell  Beard 

By  Phillip  Duchesne 
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I  Am  Seeing  Beautifully  Autumn 

By  Ashley  McDowell 

The  crackle  leaves  falling  from  the  sky 

I  am  seeing  beautifully  autumn 

The  brisk,  fresh  air  blowing  on  my  face 

I  am  seeing  beautifully  autumn 

The  smell  of  apple  cider  and  cinnamon  from  the  kitchen 

I  am  seeing  beautifully  autumn 

The  awaken  of  morning  to  an  unexpected  snow  storm 

I  am  seeing  beautifully  autumn 

The  small,  medium  and  large  carved-out  pumpkins  sitting 

on  the  front  porch 

I  am  seeing  beautifully  autumn 

The  never-ending  roads  of  orange,  green,  red  and  yellow 

I  am  seeing  beautifully  autumn 

The  autumn  sunshine  glowing  through  the  empty  branches 

I  am  seeing  beautifully  autumn 

The  smell  of  a  seasoned  turkey  in  the  oven  for 

Thanksgiving  dinner 

I  am  seeing  beautifully  autumn 

When  it  is  time  to  pull  out  the  scarves  and  mittens 

I  am  seeing  beautifully  autumn 

When  it  is  still  beautiful  to  walk  or  jog  on  the  leaf-covered 

sidewalks 

I  am  seeing  beautifully  autumn 
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When  you  hear  children  laughing  and  see  them  playing  in 

towers  of  leaves 

I  am  seeing  beautifully  autumn 

When  the  wind  is  calling  your  name 

I  am  seeing  beautifully  autumn 

I  see  autumn  as  beautifully  beautiful 

Gorgeous  in  the  colors  of  warmth  and  vibrant 

Restful  and  peace 

I  see  your  family  and  mine 

Gatherings  and  laughter 

I  am  seeing  beautifully  autumn 
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The  Grasping  of  Change 

By  Matthew  Heath 

It  was  a  cool  autumn  morning.  It  was  the  kind  of 
morning  that  made  you  feel  woozy  when  you  woke  up 
because  it  was  the  first  night  of  the  year  with  the  heat  on. 

Before  I  left  I  quickly  wrote  in  my  journal: 

I'm  about  to  visit  Anna.  I  decided  that  I  think  what 
we  have  is  too  special  to  ruin  by  saying  something  like  '7 
love  you.  " 

The  ride  up  there  was  more  or  less  a  magic  carpet 
ride.  I  had  a  lovely  conversation  with  this  guy  next  to  me, 
Tom.  Tom  is  the  quiet  type.  I  like  people  who  are  quiet  as 
long  as  they're  not  dismissive  with  me. 

I  started  thinking  about  how  my  life  is  sort  of 
similar  to  the  book  The  Catcher  in  the  Rye  for  a  moment.  I 
mean,  I  did  recently  have  an  argument  with  my  roommate. 
I  wasn't  exactly  failing  out  of  college  but  I  sure  as  hell 
didn't  want  to  be  there.  My  cousin  Mike  had  recently  died. 
I  found  All's  Mitt  to  be  kind  of  similar  to  my  own  scrap  of 
a  comical  story  that  Mike  wrote  I  kept  as  a  memento. 

"Hey,  Tom?" 

"Yeah?" 

"Have  you  ever  seen  the  movie  Memento?'' 

"Um,  no." 

"Oh,  well  you  should  see  it.  It's  about  this  guy  who 
has  this  condition  where  he  forgets  stuff,  so  he  has  to  tattoo 
clues  and  stuff  on  his  body.  It's  also  shot  backwards." 

I  could  tell  my  synopsis  of  the  story  went  right  over 
Tom's  head,  so  I  went  back  into  the  thoughts  I  was  trying  to 
suppress. 

My  life  couldn't  have  been  like  The  Catcher  in  the 
Rye.  The  guy  who  killed  John  Lennon  was  really  into  that 
book.  What  kind  of  wacko  sits  outside  some  celebrity's 
house  all  day  waiting  to  murder  him? 
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I  wasn't  going  to  New  York  to  be  alone  anyway;  I 
was  going  to  visit  a  friend  of  mine  from  high  school,  Anna 
Natoli.  I  wouldn't  call  her  a  friend,  more  like  the  girl  I  love. 

By  the  time  I  arrived  in  the  city,  I  went  off  on  my 
own.  Everyone  else  had  a  museum  trip  or  some  sort  of 
group  to  go  with.  I  knew  Anna  was  going  to  be  late  so  I 
shopped  around  the  NBC  store  in  Rockefeller  center.  I 
knew  she  was  going  to  be  a  while  because  she  text  me. 

Anna  is  the  best  kind  of  texter  you  could  ask  for  in  a 
woman.  She  doesn't  do  that  stupid  stuff  most  girls  do,  with 
the  smiley  faces.  What  the  hell  does  8)  mean  anyway? 
Oh  wait  now  I  get  it:  the  8  is  sunglasses. 

Any-whoo,  Anna  texts  short  concise  messages  with 
a  hint  of  sarcasm.  It's  the  perfect  way  to  text. 

Once  I  finally  saw  Anna  coming,  we  were  both 
excited  to  see  each  other.  As  soon  as  we  hugged,  I  realized 
how  different  both  our  lives  had  become  since  high  school. 

We  went  for  a  walk  in  Central  Park.  I  asked  her  how 
she  was  doing.  She  told  me  she  was  good,  but  then  started 
going  off  on  the  Dan  Akroyd  of  our  three  amigos. 

By  that  I  mean  she  was  pissed  at  Bear.  Anna,  Bear, 
and  I  used  to  be  the  best  of  friends.  They  used  to  come  over 
my  house  after  school  every  day.  We  used  to  just  hang  out 
in  my  basement  and  "have  milk  and  cookies"  as  our  old 
English  teacher  Mr.  Mahon  would  put  it. 

Lately  I  felt  as  though  that  we  were  all  drifting 
apart.  This  was  quite  evident  seeing  that  Anna  was  freaking 
out  about  the  last  time  we  were  all  together. 

It  was  pretty  late  at  night  and  we  were  driving 
around  in  The  Bear's  3000  GT  or  "The  Bear-mobile"  as 
I  like  to  call  it.  Bear  pulled  off-  what  I  thought  of  at  the 
time  as  the  coolest  Bert  Reynolds's  move  I'd  ever  seen. 
Everything  was  there,  a  girl  screaming,  skid  marks,  me 
screaming.  If  Bear  had  a  cowboy  hat  and  a  mustache  it 
would've  been  perfect. 
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When  I  turned,  I  noticed  blood  was  gushing  from 
Bears  hand.  It  seemed  Hke  he  had  sHced  it  open  on  a  license 
plate  that  should  have  actually  been  on  the  front  of  his  car.  I 
immediately  looked  at  Anna. 

"What's  wrong?"  Anna  exclaimed. 

"Uh  nothing"  I  said. 

"Seriously,  what's  wrong?" 

Bear  started  to  look  a  little  woozy  and  than  just 
blurted  out  "I'm  bleeding  pretty  badly- 1  think  I  should  pull 
over." 

Bear  ended  up  driving  us  back  to  the  party  to  fix  up 
his  hand,  and  me  and  Anna  walked  back  to  her  car,  which 
was  at  Bear's  house  a  few  blocks  away. 

Anna  was  really  shook  up  over  this,  but  I  hadn't 
really  thought  about  it  since  that  night. 

As  I  stared  into  the  foliage  of  the  Central  Park  trees, 
trying  to  avoid  the  sight  of  a  homeless  man  sleeping  in 
a  gazebo,  I  couldn't  help  but  think  about  how  the  whole 
world  was  changing  around  me.  My  friends,  my  family, 
everyone  just  started  seeing  each  other  in  a  new  light. 
Between  me  and  Anna  moving  away  from  home,  leaving 
Bear  and  my  family,  and  my  cousin  dying,  things  just  felt  a 
little  colder. 

"Matt,  he  was  on  E."  Anna  said. 

I  knew,  but  I  acted  like  I  didn't.  If  Bear  wanted  to 
do  drugs  like  that  I  couldn't  stop  him;  I'm  not  his  mother. 
But  the  truth  is,  sometimes  I  worry  about  Bear  dying. 

The  reason  for  this-  was  in  an  effort  to  comfort  me 
when  my  cousin  died,  my  dad  told  me  his  best  friend  died 
when  he  was  about  my  age  and  he  knew  how  I  felt. 

Its  funny  how  stuff  like  that  can  dig  you  deeper  into 
a  pit  you're  already  in.  It  made  me  realize  that  we  are  not 
immortal.  I  thought  about  the  time  when  I  was  in  a  car  with 
Bear  skidding  around  a  mall  parking  lot.  Bear  ran  out  of  the 
car  to  buy  pants,  I  think  it  was,  when  a  guy  who  looked  like 
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he  was  about  my  dad's  age  got  out  of  a  truck  and  yelled 
into  our  driver's  window,  "You  kids  are  gonna  end  up  in 
boxes  if  you  keep  driving  like  that!" 

By  the  time  me  and  Anna  made  it  to  the  carousel  in 
Central  Park,  my  mind  went  straight  back  to  The  Catcher 
in  the  Rye.  I  mentioned  nothing  to  Anna  about  this  and 
suggested  we  get  lunch.  Food  is  always  a  good  crutch  for  me. 

When  we  got  to  the  falafel  place,  Anna  ended  up 
paying  for  me.  Damn,  I  thought  a  man  should  always  pay 
for  a  woman- 1  guess  I'm  just  old  fashioned  that  way.  I 
paid  for  coffee  and  dinner  later  that  day  so  I  guess  it  sort  of 
worked  out  in  my  favor  in  the  end. 

When  Anna  and  I  stood  in  front  of  Rockefeller 
Center  watching  the  ice-skaters  that  night,  I  couldn't  help 
but  think  of  the  romantic  scenes  in  movies  that  took  place 
there. 

"You  think  that  guy  is  a  professional?"  Anna  said 
while  we  watched  a  guy  spin  around  three  or  four  times  on 
one  skate. 

"Yeah,"  I  said  with  a  smirk. 

"There's  no  way  that  guy's  straight." 

Anna  gave  me  a  small  scowl,  so  I  refrained  from 
saying  that  I  was  probably  right. 

Was  it  really  love  I  felt  for  Anna?  I  thought  about 
leaning  in  and  kissing  her,  but  I  didn't.  Am  I  just  going  to 
make  an  ass  out  of  myself  here?  This  is  where  they  film 
Saturday  Night  Live  for  God's  sake,  a  place  that  I  still 
dream  of  one  day  working  for. 

That's  when  Tom  called  me.  ''How  did  he  get  my 
number?''  I  thought. 

Tom  told  me  to  meet  the  group  for  the  bus, 
downstairs  in  the  food  court.  I  hugged  Anna  goodbye  and 
told  her  to  get  home  safe.  I  knew  she  would,  she  only  lived 
in  New  York  a  couple  of  months,  but  she  knows  the  city 
pretty  well. 
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On  the  bus  ride  home,  I  thought  that  I  was  a  wuss 
for  not  teUing  Anna  how  I  felt  while  passing  by  American 
flags  on  the  freeway  before  a  dark,  cloudy  sky.  This  hole 
that  I'm  in  could  not  have  been  any  deeper. 

When  I  got  back  to  the  apartment  I  leaned  against 
a  wooden  fence  and  looked  up  at  the  trees.  I  noticed  the 
leaves  were  changing  color-  maybe  because  my  life  was 
changing,  the  fact  that  Anna  and  I  started  drifting  apart 
made  me  want  to  be  with  her.  Staying  friends  was  really  the 
best  option,  how  could  I  be  with  her  when  we  live  so  far 
apart?  I  need  to  let  my  life  change  the  way  it's  supposed  to, 
and  understand  I  can't  do  anything  about  it. 

I  guess  it's  kind  of  cliche  to  say  that  change  is  a 
good  thing,  but  what  else  do  I  have  to  hold  onto? 
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Untitled 

By  Allen  Boitz 
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Moose 

By  Emily  Boelsems 
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By  Asia  Chea 
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Christmas  Trees  and  Flashing  Lights 

By  R.J.  Montgomery 

Snow  leaned  against  the  icy  windowpane  like  a 
displaced  crescent  moon.  The  grey  clouds  outside  were 
winter  clouds,  alright;  no  silver  lining,  just  a  coat  of  feather 
grey  painted  across  the  sky.  Cars  sloshed  along  the  dirty, 
brown  road  splattering  muddy  slush  along  the  dotted  snow 
on  the  banks,  trying  their  best  not  to  slip  and  slide.  And  all 
around,  the  end  of  the  year  seemed  to  be  barreling  to  the 
present  like  a  steam  locomotive  on  a  rampage.  For  the  kids, 
holiday  figures  drove  closer  and  closer  in  mythic,  flying 
sleighs.  For  adults,  all  there  was  in  store  were  unbearable 
in-laws,  cooking  and  cleaning  that  needed  to  be  done, 
and  mountains  and  mountains  of  wrapping  paper  to  pack 
presents  from  Santa  in,  and  then  to  stuff  in  garbage  bags  as 
their  kids  zoomed  around  the  room  with  toy  airplanes  or 
supermen  in  their  hands. 

In  between  the  magic  and  the  drudgery  of  living,  so 
polarized  this  time  of  year,  Dinah  sat  by  the  windowsill 
wondering  where  the  magic  went.  Pulling  a  blanket 
around  her,  she  envisioned  the  time  she  was  a  kid,  and 
inhaling,  recalled  getting  a  tree  from  the  parking  lot  by 
the  hot  dog  place.  They'd  all  pile  in  the  car  after  spending 
Thanksgiving  weekend  at  Grandma's,  then  pick  a  tree  from 
the  lot,  the  tree  their  presents  would  sit  under.  Dinah  and 
her  sister  pointed  frantically  at  the  prettiest  tree,  the  one 
with  the  most  magic  for  the  most  presents.  Once  home,  the 
fight  would  ensue  over  who  got  to  put  the  angel  on  top. 

She  hadn't  seen  that  angel  in  years. 

Staring  at  the  metal  pipe-cleaner  tree  in  her  living  room, 
she  knew  the  tree  lot  was  a  thousand  miles  away;  it  may  as 
well  be  in  fairyland.  She  got  up,  and  putting  the  empty  mug 
in  the  sink,  still  warm,  sporting  the  ring  of  hot  cocoa  on  the 
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bottom,  she  grabbed  the  keys  and  dashed  out  the  door. 

Harv  lived  a  mile  or  two  down  the  road,  and  they'd 
been  inseparable  since  high  school.  They  met  on  a  field  trip. 
She  liked  his  chattiness  and  sense  of  humor;  he,  her  quiet 
understanding.  Even  though  they  were  in  different  places, 
she  was  in  school,  he  was  at  the  hardware  store  in  order  to 
go  to  school,  but  she  saw  him  every  time  she  could. 

And  since  high  school,  they  grew  to  love  each  other 
more  seriously.  Often,  as  they  held  each  other,  he'd  whisper 
in  her  ear:  "I  want  to  marry  you."  And  they'd  talk  about 
their  future  house,  kids  perhaps,  when  they  were  more 
daring,  of  growing  old  together. 

But  now,  graduation  was  approaching  like  a  runaway 
train.  His  intentions  began  to  be  a  source  of  fear  rather  than 
comfort  and  love.  Dinah  blinked,  speeding  down  the  windy 
road  to  his  house.  She  pushed  the  radio  on,  and  flipping 
past  the  Christmas  music,  she  settled  for  an  overplayed 
rock  ballad.  The  frozen  trees  whizzing  past,  to  her,  were 
the  most  beautifial  part  of  winter.  Even  without  a  sun,  the 
frozen  branches  shone  and  twisted  as  ornate  ice  sculptures 
along  the  road. 

She  pulled  into  the  dirt  driveway  cautiously.  Ice  patches 
lay  where  potholes  were  in  the  fall.  Parking  wherever,  she 
slammed  the  door  and  went  in  the  house,  being  one  of  those 
people  who  knew  Harv  long  enough  to  be  allowed  almost 
unlimited  access. 

He  lay  on  his  bed,  stroking  his  purring  Calico  cat  and 
watching  the  flashing  TV. 

"Hey,"  Dinah  murmured. 

He  looked  up  and  smiled. 

"Hey,  babe,"  he  replied. 

Picking  up  the  cat,  she  slid  next  to  him.  She  gave  the 
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cat  a  kiss  before  setting  her  down  on  the  floor,  and  the  cat 
bounded  out  the  door. 

Turning  her  attention  to  Harv,  Dinah  stroked  his  hair. 

"I  love  you,"  she  uttered  for  the  miUionth  time;  when 
she  was  with  him,  her  doubts  mehed  away  slightly. 

"I  love  you  too,"  he  exclaimed  matter-of-factly,  but 
cheerfully,  and  sat  up.  Dinah  fell  into  his  arms. 

"What's  wrong?"  He  asked. 

"Nothing,"  she  lied,  wrapping  her  arms  around  his 
waist. 

"Sweetie,"  he  held  her  tighter.  "I  know  you.  There's 
something  wrong." 

And  for  the  last  two  years,  everything  seemed  wrong. 
She  was  at  the  crossroads,  being  prodded  every  which  way 
while  wanting  to  stay  exactly  where  she  was.  One  road 
led  to  Harv  and  a  threadbare  life,  living  with  his  faults,  his 
constant  exaggerations,  especially  his  insecurities.  Another 
led  down  the  miserable  fast  track  to  success  as  her  mother 
defined  it:  classes  and  work  without  sleep,  a  well-providing 
yet  controlling  man  who  was  free  to  cheat  while  you  bled 
at  home.  Bourgeois  mediocrity  at  its  finest.  Then  there  was 
the  rocky,  untaken  path  which  only  appeared  when  Dinah 
was  at  her  most  hopeful.  In  there,  there  was  adventure, 
words  like  "money",  "nice",  "don'f ,  and  "supposed" 
wouldn't  hammer  into  her  ears  there. 

But  through  the  prodding,  she  was  supposed  to  grin  and 
bear  it. 


"I  wanna  go  out." 

"Where?"  He  asked. 

"Anywhere,"  she  replied.  "How  about  skating?" 

"We  don't  have  skates." 
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"Oh  yeah.  It  was  just  a  thought." 

"What's  wrong?" 

She  looked  up  at  him. 

"I  got  an  email." 

"From  who?" 

"An  old  friend.  He  and  his  family  were  just  in  Korea." 

"Korea?" 

"They  go  everywhere."  She  tried  to  mask  the  envy  in 
her  voice  with  casualness.  "Let's  go  eat." 

"Where?" 

"I'm  in  the  mood  for  Chinese." 

Harv  made  a  face.  "I  hate  Chinese.  You  know  that!" 

"I  know,"  Dinah  groaned.  Chinese  was  her  favorite. 

"How  'bout  the  sub  shop?" 

"We  went  there  yesterday." 

"Dinah,"  he  propped  her  chin  up.  "Let's  stay  in  for  a 
while." 

"I'm  not  in  the  mood." 

"What?!  You're  always  in  the  mood." 

"Yeah,"  usually,  he  was  too  tired  when  she  was  fired  up 
with  love.  "I'm  too  hungry  today." 

"Seriously,  what's  wrong?" 

Dinah  stood  up. 

"I  saw  Tom  with  someone  else." 

"Honey,"  he  consoled.  "We  knew  he  was  a  dick.  You 
even  knew  he  was  cheating  on  your  mom." 

''Suspected,  Harv.  I  didn't  know." 

And  half  of  her  wanted  to  think  of  Tom  as  an  honest 
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man  after  what  her  real  dad  did  to  her  mom:  ran  off  with  his 
old  high-school  queen.  Dinah  held  herself. 

"They  kissed. . .  God,  she  looked  like  she  was  my  age, 
younger,  my  sister's  age!" 

"Too  bad  she's  legal,  then.  We  could've  got  him  on 
statutory." 

Dinah  laughed.  "Not  ftmny,  Harv." 

"You're  laughing.  I'm  off  the  hook."  He  pulled  her 
close.  "I  love  you." 

Still  smiling,  Dinah  whispered  in  his  ear:  "I  love  you, 
too." 

Tousling  his  hair,  she  commenced  kissing  him 
passionately,  letting  herself  and  her  sorrows  drown  in 
physical  love. 

*  *  * 

Her  mother  was  going  to  kill  her. 

She  stayed  out  way  too  late.  Falling  asleep  on  Harv's 
chest,  she  didn't  wake  up  until  well  after  sunset.  Looking 
at  the  darkness  outside,  she  emitted  a  cringing  cry.  She 
rushed  to  get  dressed  so  quickly  that  she  barely  even  felt  it. 
Kissing  Harv  goodbye,  she  dashed  out  the  door  to  her  car 
and  sped  off. 

The  car  vroomed  as  the  gears  shifted  higher  and  higher. 
Dinah  had  a  death  grip  on  the  wheel;  even  though  she  knew 
it  was  fruitless,  she  might  get  home  to  find  that  no  one  was 
there,  that  she  beat  her  mother  home  from  all-day  Christmas 
shopping,  or  Tom  from  his  little  girl.  Maybe,  since  it  was 
indeed  the  holidays,  Dinah  could  spin  a  yam  about  Christmas 
shopping.  It  wasn't  like  she'd  been  out  until  3  AM.  "I'm 
sorry  I  didn't  leave  a  note. . .",  "Maybe  I  got  you  guys 
something. . ."  the  excuses  flooded  her  head.  But  mothers 
always  know,  even  though  as  wives  they  can't  sense  their 
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husbands  are  straying.  Dinah  snorted.  Her  mother  might 
snap  "I  don't  care,"  at  her  once  she  got  home  (she  did 
once  when  she  found  condoms  in  Dinah's  change  purse), 
meaning  she  did  care,  but  had  lost  control  over  that  situation. 

The  car  squealed  as  its  speed  reached  its  zenith.  Dinah 
didn't  heed  the  speedometer;  she  felt  like  she  was  flying 
when  she  drove  this  fast,  like  she  was  Santa  on  crack.  If  he 
were  real,  Dinah  did  the  math  in  fourth  grade;  he'd  have  to 
deliver  presents  to  each  house  at  a  fraction  of  a  second  per 
house.  What  fraction  he'd  have  to  get  there  Dinah  forgot. 
But  since  then,  she  knew  Santa  to  be  a  fake,  an  instrument 
to  teach  kids  about  the  rewards  of  faith.  If  you  believe 
in  Santa,  you  get  a  present,  a  precursor  to  the  promise  of 
heaven  for  the  belief  in  God.  Problem  was  the  person  who 
invented  Santa  didn't  count  on  modem  children,  modem 
people,  whose  faith  was  so  easily  shattered  beyond  repair. 

And  the  ones  with  faith  like  Dinah's  mother  who  waited 
for  her  husband  to  come  home  from  "work"?  Or  waited 
for  her  daughter  to  come  back  from  "shopping"?  Dinah 
preferred  to  be  like  her  father:  faithless  and  disillusioned. 
Even  as  she  skidded  across  the  road,  she  wanted  to  be  a 
thousand  miles  away;  with  a  fake  Christmas  tree  you  could 
hang  on  your  wall,  where  her  dad  was  most  likely  having  a 
beer  with  his  business  partners. 

"There  are  no  more  real  Christmas  trees,"  Dinah 
lamented.  "Only  pipe  cleaners." 

And  she  felt  the  car  veer.  Panicking,  she  slammed  on 
the  brake,  sending  the  car  into  a  spin  which  she  couldn't 
stop.  The  pale  moon,  the  twinkling  stars,  the  streetlights, 
and  the  ominous  oncoming  traffic  spun  around  her,  dancing 
like  the  lights  at  a  camival  when  you're  on  a  ride.  She 
honked  her  hom.  Like  eyes  about  to  pounce,  the  headlights 
of  the  tmck  barreled  towards  her,  like  her,  unable  to  stop. 
She  closed  her  eyes,  bracing  herself  for  the  inevitable. 
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BANG 

She  was  thirteen;  sitting  at  a  table  with  her  dad  for 
the  last  time,  wishing  it  could  last  forever  while  hoping 
the  moment  of  goodbye  would  be  over  and  done  with.  In 
limbo... 

BANG 

It  was  the  day  after  Christmas.  Her  mother  rushed 
through  the  kitchen,  trying  not  to  throw  up.  Alarmed,  but 
ignorant,  Dinah  had  no  clue  her  life  was  ruined. 

BANG 

She  just  kissed  Harv  under  the  evergreen  tree.  They 
laughed  for  five  minutes  afterward. .  .it  was  Christmas,  the 
first  time  he  told  her  he  loved  her  after  they  went  out. . . 

BANG 

The  hot  dog  place  had  the  inviting  odor  of  food  around 
it,  but  even  that  was  masked  by  the  dry  smell  of  snow  and 
the  sweet  pine  trees,  freshly  cut  in  the  lot.  Dinah  and  her 
sister  clambered  out  of  the  minivan,  wrapped  in  their  pink 
coats.  Her  mother  and  father  held  each  other  as  the  girls 
raced  to  the  trees,  inspecting  every  one.  At  last,  Dinah 
came  upon  a  soft,  emerald  green  tree.  It  wasn't  too  tall  for 
their  house,  and  the  needles  of  the  pine  were  long,  but  not 
skimpy,  and  felt  soft  to  the  touch  unlike  the  spruce  they 
got  last  year.  Last  Christmas,  Dinah  pricked  her  hand.  Her 
mother  gave  her  a  hug  while  Dinah  sobbed. 

But  this  year  would  be  different.  The  tree  was  perfect. 
It  wouldn't  hurt.  The  ornaments  and  lights  would  be  happy 
there,  especially  her  teddy  bear  ornaments  which  she  got 
every  year.  And  Santa  would  arrive,  with  Rudolph  and 
presents  and  happiness  and  Little  Baby  Jesus.  Everyone 
would  be  happy.  No  one  would  cry.  Dinner  would  be 
scrumptious.  All  would  be  right  with  the  world. .  .AH  would 
be  right... 
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Untitled 

By  Ashley  Johnson 
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Fallen 

By  Kristine  Olli 

With  the  leaves 

I  change. 

I  lose  my  smile 

And  become  bare. 

My  protective  cover  gone 

I  must  fend  for  myself 

As  the  cold  closes  in. 

As  the  rain  falls  down 

I  feel  my  own  tears  stream  down. 

Let  the  rain  fall 

I'll  fall  with  it 

Slipping  on  the  fallen  leaves. 

I  need  help 

Picking  up  the  pieces 

So  that  soon  I  can 

Regain  the  me  you  once  knew. 

The  me  you  once  loved. 


63 


Untitled 

By  Kathryn  Onorato 
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Early  Winter 

By  SC  Bernadette 

A  fierce  wind  blew  across  her  face  as  she  snuggled 
deeper  into  the  collar  and  the  scarf  tickling  her  chin.  She 
hunched  over  slightly  out  of  a  need  for  protection,  the 
snow  falling  lazily  around  her  yet  resting  heavily  upon  her 
shoulders. 

"I've  seen  if  before,  you  know,  "  she  whispered.  "This 
mist  covering  your  eyes.  Like  you  're  missing  something  and 
you  're  looking  for  whatever  it  is.  " 

"What 're ya  gonna  do  'bout  it?  "  he  snapped. 

"I just  want  to  help....  " 

She  shivered,  whether  due  to  the  wind  or  the  memory, 
she  wasn't  sure.  Her  nose  was  frozen  numb  and  she  was 
sniffling  from  the  cold.  Or  so  she  told  herself. 

He  was  laughing,  which  was  good  at  least.  "It 's  so 
amazing.  I  feel  so  damn  free  now!  I  couldn't  tell  you  how 
good  this  feels. " 

She  blinked,  a  deer  in  headlights.  Voice  small, 
hesitant,  she  carefully  asked,  " ...Can't  you  get  that  with 
me?  " 

Tears  began  to  form  and  she  shut  her  eyes  tightly  to 
hold  them  at  bay.  Tears  were  so  cold  nowadays,  compared 
to  their  previous  white-hot  counterparts,  and  would  freeze 
due  to  the  freezing  weather.  Idly,  she  wondered  if  it  were 
possible  to  cry  icicles  instead  of  tears. 
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''You  're  everything  I  could  have  ever  wanted,  but,  " 
his  arms  dropped  to  his  sides,  "There's  just  no  way  I  love 
you.  I'm  sorry.  "  He  shrugged. 

"So,  that's  it  then,  isn  't  it?  "  she  asked,  almost  fearful 
of  the  answer  She  held  up  her  hand  staving  off  a  further 
response,  eyes  downcast  and  tearing,  "I'll  be  gone  before 
night  is  through. " 

She  sniffled  again  and  an  icy  tear  slid  down  her  cheek. 
Quickly,  she  wiped  it  away  before  further  burrowing  into  her 
jacket  and  scarf  The  tiny  fibers  tickled  her  cheekbones  and 
teasingly  leaned  towards  her  eyes,  but  her  gaze  was  staring 
unfocusedly  at  the  scene  before  her.  It  was  so  perfect,  but 
yet,  so  flawed  at  the  same  time.  She  shook  her  head. 

Looks  like  an  early  winter.... 
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Untitled 

By  Molly  Seely 
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Untitled 

By  Kathfyn  Onorato 
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A  Fantasy 

By  Jessica  Negron 

Pillow  pressed  against  my  ear 

Unconscious  tales  of  woe 
Naught  can  compare  to  now  and  here 

Lost  love  that  plagues  me  so 

O!  What  anchor  do  I  have  to  Earth 

When  actions  meant  to  heal 
Evoke  past  memories  of  mirth 

Blurring  what's  true  and  real? 

Those  fantasies,  those  fantasies 

Though  cruel  rebukes  are  told 

Wrap  me  like  blankets  'gainst  the  breeze 
Protect  me  from  the  cold 

What  though  these  sheets,  thro'  countless  feats 
Have  become  worn  and  torn— 

What  other  thing  in  time's  repeats 
Can  Loneliness  adorn? 
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Untitled 

By  Sam  Claver 


70 


't^..^ 


4>--^v 


j    / 

1  ^.  I 


Winter  Snow 

By  Madison  Soldano 
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Untitled 

By  Shun  "Susan  "  Yu 
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Of 

By  Elyse  Bezarro 

Of  prep.  1 .  used  to  indicate  distance  or  direction 
from,  separation,  deprivation,  etc.  As  in,  my  heart  was 
stolen  o/its  trust  during  every  year's  winter-  it  was  a 
matter  o/ truth.  They  did  it  not  out  o/cruelty,  but  because 
they  couldn't  help  it.  It  was  out  o/ their  hands.  2.  Used  to 
indicate  derivation,  origin,  or  source.  They  were  men  of 
good  character.  It  was  their  boss  that  had  the  power  o/ their 
company,  but  was  too  stupid  to  do  anything  o/use  with 
it.  3.  Used  to  indicate  cause,  motive,  occasion,  or  reason. 
Every  year,  my  love  o/them  brought  me  back.  But  that 
same  love  nearly  killed  me- 1  nearly  died  o/devotion.  4. 
Used  to  indicate  material,  component  parts,  substance,  or 
contents.  In  later  years,  they  got  better,  which  was  for  the 
worse  for  a  person  like  me.  They  flew  over  icy  lines  like 
cranes,  if  the  cranes  were  o/the  muscular,  barbaric  variety. 
But  cranes  none-the-less.  A  team  o/cranes.  5.  Used  to 
indicate  apposition  or  identity.  He  was  a  character,  an  idiot 
o/a  character,  the  chief  heart-breaker,  the  boss.  The  boss  of 
an  organization,  the  person  to  blame  for  the  loss  and  heart- 
breaks. 6.  Used  to  indicate  specific  identity  or  a  particular 
item  within  a  category.  Any  thought  o/hope  during  months 
o/ winter  were  only  to  be  crushed  during  months  o/ spring. 
With  a  new  year  came,  always,  the  thoughts  o/despair.  7. 
Used  to  indicate  possession,  connection,  or  association. 
They  were  the  disappointment  o/Boston.  Bostonians  of 
failure,  disappointment,  and  ever-renewing  hope,  a  breed 
native  o/the  city.  8.  Used  to  indicate  inclusion  in  a  number, 
class,  or  whole.  But  to  be  one  o/us,  they  had  to  disappoint. 
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It's  how  I,  one  o/many  Bostonians,  love.  Look  at  the 
others:  2001,  2004,  2007. . .  what  is  going  to  be  the  year  of 
them?  9.  Used  to  indicate  the  object  of  the  action  noted  by 
the  preceding  noun  or  the  application  of  a  verb  or  adjective. 
The  winning  o/the  Stanley  Cup  would  pick  up  my  heart, 
shattered  pieces  o/ice,  melt  them  together  with  happiness 
and  joy,  and  create  a  new,  all-forgiving  kind  o/heart. 
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The  Resurrection 

By  Ashley  Ventrone 

The  curtain  of  leaves  sprinkle  down  upon  the  crowd 
jagged  tips  and  bursts  of  corrupted  colors  spilling  out  onto 
human  pallets 

each  leaf  is  swayed  by  clouds  of  human  breath 
tumbling  and  frolicking  over  the  tides  of  unrest 

A  fist  is  thrust  into  the  air 

tear  gas  shot  from  the  rear 

The  iron  blanket  has  been  swept  across  our  eyes 

a  shiny  new  package  entwined  with  lies 

Abstract  thoughts  have  been  twisted  into  conspiracies 

Strolls  beyond  text  book  pages  are  now  cheap  theories 

We  have  been  taught  with  a  Eurocentric  education 

leaving  out  others  who  helped  to  build  this  nation 

Superior,  inferior,  when  there's  no  such  thing 

as  the  leaves  trickle  down  and  vibrantly  sing 

It's  all  about  the  resurrection  of  human  connection 

breaking  down  the  barriers  of  inferiors  and  rejection 

And  the  leaves  trickle  down  and  vibrantly  sing 
it's  all  about  the  resurrection  of  human  connection 
breaking  down  the  barriers  of  inferiors  and  rejection 
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Untitled 

By  Shun  ''Susan  "  Yu 
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Remnants  of  The  Transition 

By  Kirsten  Surdej 
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By  Shun  "Susan  "  Yu 
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"Drip  Drip" 

By  Jessie  Simpson 
(^Editors  Choice*) 

Andrew  Bonhomme  stumbles  off  the  subway  car.  As 
his  tattered  backpack  smacks  against  the  side,  the  driver 
snorts  and  the  door  slams  before  Andrew  can  fully  get 
off,  catching  the  strap.  A  chilling  wind  swirls  the  crunchy 
yellow  leaves,  and  tussles  the  scruffy  russet  rats'  nest 
Andrew  calls  hair.  Andrew  sighs  as  the  tube  train  glides 
away,  taking  with  it  some  of  his  backpack.  He  trips  up  out 
of  the  terminal,  past  the  map  of  the  London  Underground, 
and  out  on  to  his  street.  He  shrugs  drunkenly  at  the 
impending  rain  clouds-  and  scuffs  his  shoes,  stumbling 
toward  the  steps  of  his  bungalow.  He  trips  up  the  stairs  and 
shoves  the  key  into  the  lock,  enters  through  the  cracked 
doorframe,  and  slams  the  door. 

He  kicks  off  his  grubby  high  tops  and  hangs  his  coat  on 
the  peg.  It  strains  under  the  weight  of  the  heavy  jacket,  a 
reject  from  the  army  surplus  store.  An  empty  beer  bottle 
slips  from  the  pocket  and  breaks  in  half  on  the  floor. 
Andrew  flicks  the  television  to  BBC  4  and  heads  toward  the 
kitchenette  in  search  of  the  remains  of  last  night's  supper. 

Drip  drip. 

The  bloody  pipes  must  be  leaky,  he  thinks.  It  figures.  He 
rummages  through  the  Frigidaire  and  locates  his  half-eaten 
sandwich  and  the  open  bottle  of  Guinness. 

Drip  drip. 

I  should  ring  up  aphonber,  he  ponders.  I'm  probably  losing 
money. 
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He  grabs  the  remote  control  and  slumps  toward  the  tattered 
recliner.  BBC  4  is  showing  an  old  slasher  film.  Tripping  on 
the  side  table  as  usual,  he  sinks  into  the  chair  and  deploys 
the  footrest.  His  head  pounds,  and  he  chugs  the  cold  stale 
beer,  attempting  to  chase  away  the  impending  hangover. 
Drip  drip. 

Annoyed,  he  clicks  up  the  volume  and  makes  a  mental 
note  to  find  a  plumber  in  the  morning,  although  he  doubts 
he'll  remember.  The  film  continues.  The  girl,  beautifiil  and 
brainless,  ignores  her  fi-iends'  advice  and  agrees  to  spend 
the  night  in  the  haunted  house.  The  eerie  music  crescendos 
as  she  approaches  the  door.  Andrew  smirks  as  the  fiend  in 
the  hockey  mask  leaps  fi-om  behind  the  door  with  a  chain-saw. 

She  looks  like  Izzy,  he  thinks.  Those  dark,  purple  eyes,  that 
ebony  hair  How  odd.  How  many  people  honestly  have 
purple  eyes?  Her  memory  brings  a  tinge  of  regret,  but  it 
soon  passes.  He  falls  asleep  as  the  hockey-masked  man 
murders  the  innocents  of  the  small  Texas  town. 


*** 


It  is  dark.  The  television  is  off,  as  is  the  light.  Andrew 
remembers  leaving  the  light  on,  falling  asleep  to  the  non- 
Izzy's  screams.  A  slow  red  light  blinks  from  the  side  table- 
the  cell  phone.  He  lumbers  out  of  the  chair  and  tries  the 
switch  on  the  far  wall.  Nothing. 

The  power  s  out. 

He  becomes  conscious  of  the  crashing  thunder  outside 
the  thin  walls,  screaming  in  unison  with  his  thundering 
headache.  He  glances  out  the  window,  sees  the  other  houses 
lit  through  the  pelting  rain. 
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Musta  blown  a  fuse. 

He  grabs  the  phone  and  flicks  it  open.  Two  voicemails. 
FumbHng  to  open  the  basement  door,  he  Hstens  as  he 
descends  into  the  clammy  cellar. 

"Drew,  honey,"  it  began.  Only  his  mother  called  him  Drew. 
Everyone  called  him  Andrew,  everyone  but  his  mother 
and. . .  But  he  didn't  like  to  think  of  that,  of  her.  "Don't 
forget  to  come  'round  for  supper  tomorrow."  His  relentless 
mother  continued.  "You  forgot  last  time. . .  and  the  time 
before.  But  of  course  your  father  and  I  don't  mind.  We'd 
just  like  to  see  you,  now  and  again.  All  your  brothers  are 
coming.  It'd  just  be  so  nice,  to  have  the  whole  family.  You 
know,  your  brother  Robert,  he  won  another  case!  And  both 
the  doctors  are  doing  so  well. . .  You  will  come,  won't  you? 
You  can  bring  that  girl!  What's  her  name,  Emma?  Well, 
anyway...." 

Izzy.  He  corrected  automatically.  Not  that  it  matters. 
Neither  of  us  will  be  at  dinner.  He  deletes  the  message  and 
continues  to  the  next.  The  voice  is  cold  and  hard,  like  the 
glint  of  a  fresh  drawn  blade  before  a  duel. 

"I'm  coming,  Andre.  Tonight.  Your  voicemail  says  AND- 
rue,  Andre,  but  I  know  it's  you."  After  a  beat  of  silence,  a 
small  cackle  resounds,  then  disappears. 

Spooked  now,  in  the  dank  cellar,  Andrew  tries  the  fuses. 

Must  be  a  wrong  number,  right?  That  can 't  be  me,  he  hopes. 
No  one  calls  me  Andre,  only  ...but  it  couldn  't  be  her,  could 
it? 

Drip  drip. 
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Creak. 

And  my  leaky  pipes  have  been  joined  by  a  creaking  floor... 
But  no  one  s  upstairs  to  make  the  floor  creak... 

Andrew  straightens  his  spine.  The  fuses  refuse  to  function. 
Retreating  to  the  stairs,  he  stumbles  over  a  flash  Ught. 

CHck.  As  long  as  I  have  light  down  here,  I  should  check  out 
the  pipes.  For  the  leaks? 

But  the  pipes  are  fine.  Despite  their  age,  and  sUght  state  of 
disrepair,  none  seem  to  be  leaking.  The  basement  floor  is 
bone  dry. 
Maybe  the  shower  s  leaking. 

StiU  distracted  from  the  disturbing  message,  Andrew 
stumbles  up  the  stairs  and  heads  toward  the  bathroom. 
His  mind  flashes  to  that  movie,  to  the  chainsaw  massacre 
waiting  behind  the  door. 

I'm  just  spooked,  is  all  I  shouldn  't  watch  scary  films  before 
bed.  Although  it  wasn  't  really  scary,  just  gory.  So  then  why 
am  I  so  freaked  out? ' 

He  continues  toward  the  bathroom.  He  halts  abruptly  at  the 
door,  hesitant  to  go  in.  Slowly,  he  reaches  for  the  knob  and 
cradles  it. 

This  is  stupid.  It's  just  a  bathroom.  Just  a  leaky  shower. 
Reassured,  he  wrenches  the  door  open. 

He  freezes. 
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She's  there,  right  in  front  of  him.  The  girl  on  his  television 
and  his  voicemail:  Izzy.  Isabelle  Sanglant,  the  enchanting 
French  tutor  from  the  university,  his  girlfriend. 

EX  girlfriend,  corrects  his  subconscious.  You  dumped  her, 
and  boy  was  she  mad. 

Her  violet  eyes  glare  violently,  staring,  dissecting  him  in 
the  dark.  The  bathroom  is  illuminated  by  candles.  They're 
everywhere:  in  the  sink,  on  the  shelves,  on  the  top  of  the 
wicker  hamper.  In  the  flickering  light,  Andrew  can  just 
make  out  her  stunning  outline,  her  thin  waist  and  slender 
shoulders.  Her  delicate  hands  rest  against  her  slight  hips, 
with  red-tipped  French  manicured  nails  glaring  against  the 
black  silk  of  her  dress.  It's  the  dress,  the  one  he  bought 
for  her,  last  summer.  It  was  strapless  and  plain,  nothing 
unusual,  but  it  came  from  the  finest  store  in  Paris.  It  set  him 
back  two  weeks  pay,  but  it  had  made  her  happy.  Back  when 
she  was  happy,  before  that  dreadful  day  a  month  ago. . . 

"Bon  soir,  Andre.  I  know  how  perfectly  abysmal  you  are  at 
French,  so  I  shan't  torture  you  anymore.  Not  with  French 
anyway." 

Her  sanguine  smile  spreads  across  her  marble  face.  Her 
talon-like  hand  leaps  forward  and  drags  Andrew-  or  as  she 
always  called  him,  Andre-  into  the  candlelit  bathroom. 
Andrew  ignores  her,  staring  at  the  shower.  He  smiles 
absentmindedly  as  he  realizes  that  it  is,  in  fact,  dripping. 
He  does  not  notice  the  noose  hanging  from  the  ceiling 
above  the  showerhead. 

"Whee-whee,  ma  sherry.  Waddaya  want,  Ishabelle?"  he 
almost  laughs. 
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She  lurches  forward  and  pulls  the  dagger  out  of  the  sheath 
strapped  to  her  thigh.  Isabelle  pushes  him  into  shower 
stall,  up  on  to  the  chair,  and  shoves  his  neck  into  the  noose. 
Tightening  the  rope  around  his  neck,  she  smiles. 

"I  want  you  dead,  Andre.  If  I  can't  have  you,  no  one  can." 

She  glides  a  thick  coat  of  Revlon  lipstick  on  her  thin  lips, 
the  carmine  color  coasting  over  her  thin  lips.  Isabelle  slides 
the  dagger's  blade  along  his  wrists,  collecting  the  tiniest 
droplets  of  blood. 

Drip  drip. 

She  drags  the  blade  down  his  cheek,  caressing  his  strong 
jaw  and  high  cheek  bones.  Pulling  him  closer,  she  smells 
the  alcohol  on  his  breath.  She  kisses  him  violently  just 
above  his  Adam's  apple,  and  pulls  back.  Confused, 
he  recoils  from  her  touch.  Raising  a  perfectly  plucked 
eyebrow,  she  pulls  back  her  arm,  preparing  to  spring.  She 
drags  the  blade  along  the  mark  left  by  her  lipstick,  applying 
enough  pressure  to  tingle  his  pain  receptors.  Surprised,  he 
yelps  in  pain. 

She  shoves  the  dagger  into  his  sternum,  delighted  by  his 
anguish.  The  blood,  thinned  with  alcohol,  pours  out  of  his 
chest,  splashing  to  the  floor. 

"You  broke  my  heart,  Andre.  Now  yours  is  broken  too." 
The  edges  of  her  cruel,  emaciated  mouth  curl  up  in  a 
malicious  grin.  The  smear  of  his  blood  on  the  floor  matches 
the  timbre  of  her  lipstick. 

"The  best  part,  Andre,  is  that  no  one  will  catch  me.  I  will  go 
free,  and  you,  Mon  Cher,  will  die.  And  the  very,  very,  best 
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part  is,  no  one  will  even  miss  you.  Maybe  your  mother,  for 
a  few  days.  But  she'll  forget  you.  She  has  other  sons,  more 
successful  sons." 

"Tomorrow,  the  police  will  come,  the  medical  examiner. 
They  will  see  this  dagger;  find  a  collection  hidden 
throughout  your  rooms.  They  will  write  your  death  off  as  a 
drunken  suicide." 

Isabelle  rips  the  chair  from  underneath  him  and  Andrew 
gasps  for  breath,  wrenching  in  pain. 

"A  rather  foolish  one,  stabbing  and  hanging  yourself  You 
know,  overkill." 

Andrew  stretches  his  toes,  struggling  for  solid  ground.  He 
hears  the  drip  drip  of  his  blood  on  the  linoleum  and  croaks 
"Ishabelle?"  and  swings  his  feet  wildly  in  the  air. 

"And  will  they  be  wrong,  Andre?" 

Isabelle  cackles. 

Everything  goes  black. 

Drip  drip. 
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Weeping  Ghost 

5>^  Maideline  Sanchez 
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Autumn  Breeze 

By  Mike  Lefebvre 

The  church  bell  rang  for  the  final  time 

And  the  last  eerie  ringing  shot  straight  through  the  old  man 

As  he  lowered  the  casket  to  be  taken  away. 

One  lonely  tear  raced  down  his  face 

And  crashed  violently  upon  the  earth  below  him. 

Across  the  street,  the  cool  October  breeze 

Swept  through  the  park,  reminding  everyone  that  fall  was 

here. 

The  trees  swayed  and  the  assorted  browns  and  oranges 

Danced  with  the  direction  of  the  wind. 

One  lonely  leaf  lofted  gently  towards  the  earth  that  greeted 

it  tenderly. 

The  old  man  held  in  his  hand  one  beautifiil  red  rose 

And  placed  it  on  the  polished  casket. 

He  left  his  fingerprint  on  the  surface,  then  glanced  at  the 

Heavens. 

Despite  the  orchestra  of  tears  and  sobs  that  surrounded  him. 

The  warm  sun  penetrated  the  dense  clouds  and  filled  him 

with  warmth. 
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A  small  child  picked  up  the  most  beautiful  autumn  leaf  he 

could  find. 

He  held  it  up  to  the  sky  and  the  sun  pierced  the  dry  leaf. 

A  strong  breeze  whipped  through  the  trees,  creating  a 
blizzard  of  oranges  and  browns, 

And  filled  the  child  with  glee. 

That  night,  the  old  man  laid  in  bed  alone  and  cried. 

Visions  of  the  past  raced  through  his  head 

And  his  heart  was  empty.  Across  town, 

The  small  child  laughed  and  carved  a  pumpkin  with  his 

family. 

His  heart  was  full. 


Death  is  the  only  thing  that  remains  constant  between 

people  and  Nature. 

With  every  autumn  breeze  that  steals  a  leaf  from  the  lifeless 

tree. 

Everyday  a  death  takes  the  life  of  another  person. 

But  death  must  be  embraced,  for  every  death  yields  new 

Hfe, 

Just  as  every  fall  yields  new  growth. 
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Untitled 

By  Allen  Boitz 
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Visit  us  on  Facebook! 

http://groups.to/elmcityreview/ 


Check  out  our  Online  Blog! 

http://theelmcityreview.blogspot.com/ 


View  the  latest  Journal  Edition  Online! 

www.newhaven.edu/elmcityreview 


For  any  further  questions  or  concerns 

email  us  at 

www.  elmcityreview@newhaven .  edu 


We  Rope  you  enjoy  the  rest  of  the  season 
94a^Sure  to  Coo^out  for  our  Spring  Issue!! 


Tfie  <Beauty  of  Love  and  Life 
By  Katie  Kennedy 
(*Editors  Choice*) 

I'he  Sris^autumn  air  Sites  swiftCy  at  my  nec^ 

^oCcfen  red  [eaves  faCC around  me, 

S dowering  me  witfi  their  Seautifuf grace. 

Jis  I  waC^tHrougfi  these  season-struc^woods 

I  can  view  the  worCd  around  me  from  a 

"WhoCe 

!New 

Perspective. 

There  are  squirreCs  running  through  the  [eaves, 

Scurrying  to  find  enough  food  to  survive  through  the 

Thic^ 

!Harsh 

Winter. 

Chipmun^  scutt[e  around  the  forest  fibor, 

<p[aying  and  enjoying  their  carefree  [ives. 

I  continue  to  wa[^through. 
Crunching  with  each  step  I  ta^. 
I  squeeze  your  hand  in  mine 
^ndl  rea[ize  the  true  Beauty  of 
Love  and  [if  e. 

^ou  pich^me  up  and  swing  me  around  in  your  arms. 
Life  cou[dnot  5e  more  6ri[[iant  then  in  this  very  moment. 


